No warmth but the sun's
Brief wintry red ray,
Ere the dark with all heaven
\Vheels cold above day.

I shall stay fast asleep---

This poor dust that I am,

In the plentiful earth,

Naked, just as I came ;

V/Ith all my strange dreams,

Passions, sorrow, delight,

Like the seed of the wild flowers,

Hid deep out of sight;

Like the song of the bird

In the silence of night.

EVER

Ever, ever

Stir and shiver

The reeds and rushes

By the river:

Ever, ever,

As If In dream,

The lone moon's silver

Sleeks the stream.

\Vhat old sorrow-,

"What lost love,

Moon, reeds, rushes,

Dream you of?

THE SLEEPER
As Ann came In one summer's day,
She felt that she must creep,
So silent was the clear cool house,
It seemed a house of sleep.